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So many plasticians seem to admit to their notice the outside of
machinery, and to exclude its purposefulness, which is to put the
skin before the will.
I hope that the Gallery has now re-opened, and restored itself,
as the best art entertainment in London. You may feel that it's
hopelessly slow and cloggy: but I confess that Frys and Ivor
Churchills and Courtaulds1 do not sum up more than the yester-
day of expression, in my backward regard. It makes rne smile,
sometimes, to think that all the varying pictures produced in
1928 will all date themselves, by some subtlety of likeness to
19285 in the eyes of 2028, Yet today we are hardly on speaking
terms.
Of pictures and sculpture I'm not talking, now, but of the
writing gangs: the Joyces and the Kiplings, the Steins and Wells,
the Forsters and D. H. Lawrences: they will all date within 20
years, by some yet-imperceptible solidarity. There will be a
common thread between T, S. Eliot and Alfred Noyes.
Your letter of Feb. 4 was particularly ripe, and fertile. 'Clean
and clear, hard and cold and BALD' Yes: I think that's a good
ambition: (if bald be taken metaphorically. My hair is
particularly thick, most unsmart and unairmanlikely thick, at the
moment. A thatch against the sun.) In writing nearly even-body
tries for hardness and clearness: but the unconscious drag all the
while is to cover up. A negro might make quite uncovered things,
if he and his people had never thought of clothes: but for a clothed
race to be deliberately naked in art intention is to be ever so
unnatural. We should not, in thought, pass the bounds we set
ourselves in deed: or our ideas will not ring true. And to live
bald and hard and clean: ah; that's beyond a fellow's power,
except he be solitary. In the ranks of the R.A.F. we get very
near it, for the oppression of discipline makes us unable to pretend
amongst ourselves, to be better than just ordered bodies: and our
outward sameness of dress means that we wear no clothes at all:
but not even here do you get a community of understanding.
You say too that my circle centres bit by bit on myself: and
therefore turns faster and is dangerous. People who lived in
1 Roger Fry, the critic. Lord Ivor Churchill and Samuel Courtauld have made famous
collections of works of art.